The Family Reunion

like the man convinced that he is paralysed
Or like the man who believes that he is blind
While he still sees the sunlight. I know that this is true,

Harey

I have spent many years in useless travel;

You have stayed in England, yet you seem
240 Like someone who comes from a very long distance,

Or the distant waterfall in the forest,*

Inaccessible, half-heard.

And I hear your voice as in the silence

Between two storms, one hears the moderate usual noises

In the grass and leaves, of life persisting,

Which ordinarily pass unnoticed.

Perhaps you are right, though I do not know

How you should know it. Is the cold spring

Is the spring not an evil time, that excites us with lying
voices?*

Mary
250 The cold spring now is the time

For the ache in the moving root

The agony in the dark

The slow flow throbbing the trunk

The pain of the breaking bud.

These are the ones that suffer least:

The aconite under the snow

And the snowdrop crying for a moment in the wood.

Haery

Spring is an issue of blood*
A season of sacrifice
2to And the waH of the new full tide
Retening the ghosts of the dead
Those whom the winter drowned
Do not the ghosts of the drowned
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